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INTRODUCTION. 
NY | | I | 


Bars. JonHNs0N. 
| | es. 


1 nne 

THOUGHT, Mr. Bays, when we laſt parted, 

[ that you expreſs'd yourſelf fo diſſatisfied with 

the Players, that you had determined to have no- 
thing more to do with them or the Drama. 


; Bars. | „ 
Why, agad, and ſo I waz——but the reſolution 


of a diſappointed Poet, like that of a loſing Game- 
ſter, is ſoon broken the hopes of better fortune, 


Mr. Joanson, y 

A rhiming play, I apprehend, Mr. Bars, will 
never go down with a modern Audience, 

Bars. 
. + % n 

Never go down, Mr, Jonxvsow!— but by gad 
it muſt go down, and ſhall go down Donẽt the 
French all write in rhime? and ſince we adopt their 


faſhians, why ſhou'd we quarrel with their rhimes? 
PRI. are the very Fringe and Ornament of 


= N O give 


detr7. 


* os a 

, | 2 oy 2 * - i 
wag i as ay 4 # 4 

— a p — 


- C08 
O give me ie rhimes, ye Gods! or 1 m uhing'd, 
8 Il wou'd not write a verſe—but ſhou'd be fring d. 


good JohN so 


jan 7 <5. 2 * 


now indeed you have given me a 


Bavs. 


And ſo you ſhall ſay, by that time you have gone 
through the whole of the performance. You muſt 
know then, that being tir d out with the hackney'd 
ſubjects of our modern theatrical entertainments, I 


have entirely hit upon a new plan, 


Mint of Parnaſſus. 


Jonxsox. 2 4e.] 


I dare be gen it is :——Novelty, Mr. Bars, 
is = very ſoul of public diverſions —— — 


= 
Fi 


\ . 


Bars. 


\ 


as ſcarce —— 


I Jonxnsox. 
As a Dinner and a Guinea to a Poet. but 


——methinks 


Voila le beau clinquant! qu en dites vous! hal my g 


Why ay— 
__ of the neceſſity of rhiming dull Cox- 
comb! IAlde.] 


none of 


your Sing Song tweedle dum or tweedle dees, 
no, no, all new, agad 1 ſpick ſpan from the 


Ay, and agad fo it is, Mr, Jounzon,——but it 8 


prithee, Bays, how come you to entitle it the 
Death of BuczPHalus——the Death of a Horſe 


/ avs, 


{ 
t 
v 
1 


31 


„„ © * / one? 7 
Why, look you there now! what ſignifies 
your thinking !—— Why, in that lies the novelty, 


Quand let me tell. you, that—that—the Death 


of BuckpHALus !——there's a name, Mr. Jonx- 
SON, there's the O & Magna Sonaturum.—— The 


title, Mr. Johxsox, is the very drum, ay, agad, 


and the very trumpet too——of all our modern 
Plays !— Zh | 


Johxsox. 


Very good, Sir; but you muſt give me leave 
to obſerve, Mr. Bars, that I have read the per- 
formance fairly over——1 can ſee no deſign, for 
the life of me- 8 a 


Bays. 


No defign—=ha! ha! ha! why, Mr. Jonw- 


SON, ha! ha! ha! by gad I never intended any de- 
fign——but that of——ha ! ha! ha of getting 
money, my dear, — | 8 . 


1 5 ' Joansow. | | 
Ha! ha! ha! well ſaid, Ba vs, the beſt de- 
ſign in the world for your purpoſe; for to ſay 
the truth, you are a little percẽ au coude, ſome- 


what out at the elbows, my dear Bays——ha! 
ha! ha! ä | 


| L Bars. [Aldde.] 
Pſhaw—pox, the fellow grows impertinent!—— 
Why, faith, Mr. Joansow, I have rather been out 


$ of luck of late; will you believe me, Lord Tin- 


ſell, to whom I dedicated my laſt play, inſtead of 
8 rouleau of Guineas, which I devoutly expected, 
| | | — I) 235 a. 


1 . 
and I deferv'd it too, (for, agad, I laid it on pretty 
thick) made me a fine ſpeech, ſqueez'd me by the 
hand, and promiſed me a prologue to my next 
new | +=. vipnmeaohs (og 


| Jonxon, TOTS 


A very feelin diſappointment trul t— 
am of opinion, Bays, your growling brethren, the 


Criticks, will ſcarce * the Anachroniſms you 


have introduc'd in this plece,m— 


Bays, 


Anachroniſms, ha! ha! ha! you were never more 
miſtaken——1 aſſure you-——never in your life, 


| —=egregiouſly miſtaken agad,—- Mr, Jonxvsow. 


| | Jouxsow. 
No Anachroniſms, Mr. BA vs! 


- 


Bays. 


 No!———and I prove it—thus—ſyllogiſtically, 

— —Poets are called Prophets. — Prophets can 

foreſee and foretell; little Bays is a Poet; — ergo 

 ——Wwhere are your Anachroniſms now, ha! ha! 

ha! but gad'ſo, I muſt ſtep behind the Scenes to 
prepare the Actors — Servant, Servant, 


O! give me rhimes, ye Gods! or I'm unhing'd, 

I wou'd not write a verſe—but ſhou'd be fring'd! 
| 5 

Jounson, _ . | 

There he goes. the oddeſt compound that | 

ever was jumbled together and were it not for 


his poverty and good nature, I cou'd heartily laugh F 
at his VAnity —_— ors 


5 Permit 


Ss CY bay 


w— Ces * 


( & 2 : 
Permit me then to plead In his behalf, 


Poor Devil-will do his! beſt—to make you 


laugh; 1 
No modern Bards to ridicule be means, 


| You are beſt judges of their labour'd Scenes 


But Lee's mad flights, a bold and daring Spark, 
Whoſe Gods met Gods and juſtled in the dark, 


To you, ye Criticks, I ſubmit his Cauſe, 


O] cenſure not- tho you deny applauſe, 


_ Enter Bavs, 


Bays, | 


What's that, Mr. Jounzon, you were ſaying of 


applauſe ? 


| JounsoN. : 


1 have juſt been taking the liberty, Mr. Bays, 
to beſpeak the favour of the Audience while you 


* 8 


were abſent, 


Bas. 


That was kind indeed, Mr. Joyns0N-——and 
ſince you have, like a good Counſel, open'd the 
Cauſe, I will preſume to to- make a moſt reverenld 
and ſubmiſſive obeiſance and proceed 


To night, if my endeavours do not pleaſe you, 
I promiſe never more again to teaze you, 


Poets, good folks, whatever you may think, 


Muſt have what—ſeldom happenz—meat and 
drink, | 


Pare, 


„ 
Parnaſſus yields us but a poor regale 
No beef no pudding no nor hum- 
ming ale oh: 126 
Criticks, for once, encourage a beginne: L 
And give him what he wants a Coat and 1 
Dinne. [ant. 3 
HE 


r 
pk TH or BUCEPHALUS: 
BURLESQUE TRAGEDY. 


. * 8 2 2 a * 
2 © 5 4 t 
., - e * A, — * 5 . * . _ 
— 8 —_— 
2 * ns — 
, o 


ACT I, SCENE L::. 


Axipzus “. | 
7 HAT means this inky blackneſs of the Sun? 
Why creep his nags—which erſt were us'd 

5 to run? | 
_ His crape-deck*d. Carr, which ſable feathers grace, 
Moves like a hearſe a flow, and ſolemn pace. 


S ** 


| _ * CaggANDER. 
The morning riſes black, the low'ring Sun, 
As if the dreadful buſineſs he foreknew, 
Drives heavily his ſable Chariot on: 
The face of day now bluſhes ſcarlet deep, 
As if it fear'd the ſtroke—whleh I intend ! | | 
Like that of Jupiter=lightning and thunder, | of 
The Lords above ate angry and look big, | 
Or rather walk the mighty Clrques like mourners 
Clad in long Clovdy the robes of thickeſt night, | 
ALixanben's fall, Ae ons 


And ſeem to groan 


4 


Drawling 2 


„ 

So have I ſeen from Undertakers Hall, 

4 pompous Funeral. | 
The Brentford Lion's broad and grizzly phizz 
Is not by far ſo ſcarlet deep as his. 
The Lords above are angry, Jove looks big 
And nods his head, — and ſhakes his buckled wig :— 
They flounce and hector, bluſter, and they growl, 
but what care 1?——I don't upon my Soul. 
Miſchief I brew, Gods tremble, flartle Fate, 
Pl cloſe the peepers—— of the man I hate: 


Spite of briſk lightning, and your bolder Thunder, 
I'll make this AlzxanpsR—knuckle under, 


Euer Prue bafih. 


PII 1p . 


* 


A poſt boy, juſt artiy d, has brought a letter. 


| Ant us. 
Ha!' m Putty What is the matter Þ 
With w Neat di LATE. 
eee 
In truth J cannot tell, 
Firſt do you read the letter, then | 
OE Anis. 


ur TAT vs end nbi, with Letterrs 


Cats Aus. 


EY Papen with what Contents ? 


Paws © -}.; 2 8 
4 neee 
A truſty ſlave arrived gteat Antipater | 


Writes "IH 


„ 


Aklpz Us. 


| 2 Tie well: 
"Tis ſaid here, by an honeſt friend and neighbour, 
When Sawnzy's mother was in painful labour, 
She well remembers with what perſeverance 
The goſſips waited all for his appearance. 
His birth was ſlow, ——and flow is his deſign. 
Which to prevent. 


& | | „ me 
4 | As how? 
. AR1DEUS. 


That taſk be thine. 
Pullir. „ 
He muſt not live a day,. — tis ſo— they write, 


Anl pus. 


A day Pnirir ! that's an age to night. 


Writes that your Mother laber'd with you leng, 
Your birth was flaw, and flow is all your life, 


OE . A 1 
Let him not live a day dhe dies to night! 


Por. = * 


Why ſhauld we more delay the glorious buſineſ ? 
Are your hearts firm ? | | 


| hs — 

Behold my hand, and if you doubt my truth, 

Tear up my breaſt, and OY heart upon it. 0 
5 \ Age 


1 


( to ) 


Is your heart firm, hands ſtrong, and courage ſtout? 


"Prat 


4 Behold my brawny fiſt,—and if my heart you doubt, 


Why tear it up—and Jay it on the Table, 
You'll ſee I'm willing then as well as able. 


Azivzvs, 


Remember, Mum's the word, no ruſting others— 


SCENE It 


| Partye; 


Huſh'd as a lodge of venerable Brothers, 


Enter ALEXANDER, Guards, &e. 


ALEXANDER, 


Retire my ſlaves, ——ye Mirmidons away 
Brother, and thou my learned r 


* Your arms in Battle ever brought me luce 
My broad Sword e thou my mighty 7 ck 
O 


Still as the . of the deſart night. 


| My li 


And 


beer thou. 


ou, my mighty thunder ; 


And when I cried, Beg 
0 


I've ſeen him run fwi 


CASSAN DER. 


Remember Hermolaus, and be huſh'd.— . 


Pol. 


* ALEXANDER, 


gone and execute, 
r than ſtarting hinds, 


Rival Qreens. 


"w 


| Have puff 'd behind, as wanting breath to reach him, 


„ | 
Oft as I cried, Begone. you gallop'd ſtrait, 
No courſer ſwifter, ſtarting for the Plate: | 
Wirh all his ſtock of wings, the very Wind, 
With Lungs aſthmatic, puff'd, and lagg'd behind. 

Cover'd with duſt, my Sword in blood imbrued, 


I hop'd the Univerſe to have ſubdued ;— 


You know, my Friends, I travers'd mighty plains, 


Ho dear my conqueſts | and how ſmall my gains! 
_ Extenſive Worlds 1 | 

Worlds never trod by mortal man before. 
The Gods, the Gods grew jealous.much too ſoon, 


plann'd———of that no more; 


Or I had conquer'd both the Sun and Moon: 
Led them in Triumph, to my Chariot tied, — 
But this to Ammon's ſon—the Gods denied 


Too late I find—juſt cauſe of my deſpair, 


We both were building Caſtles in the Air, 


AR1DEus, 


Caſtles in the Air! my Lord, you're mad. 


Are not Dariug—— and his Legions fled ? 
Did not the Raſcals, and their tatter'd hoſt, 
Run from their duty——and delert their poſt ? 


= ALEXANDER, ; 
O! horrid ſlaughter! O! moſt dreadful fight! 


Anpzus. 
Sure ALEXanDER's Senſes are not right! 


* 
. 


Nor bent the tender graſs beneath his feet ; 5 
Swifter than ſhadows fleeting o'er the fields; 


Nay, even the winds, with all their ſtock of win 8 


Rival Queens, 


Ce Your | 


' ( and 
Your Sword; that day, perform'd a morethan wonders 
And do you now repine ? 


% 


ALEXANDER, 


8 Blood and Thunder! 
My dear Bro EPHALUS receiv'd a Stroke — 
I fear | x 


PHIL. 


Buckrnalus! ye Gods — 


| | ARlpzus. 
| | = a You joke | 


ALEXANDER, 


U on my Soul I don't. I ſaw the wound, 

1 ſaw him flounce and ſprawl u _ the ground z 
Shock'd at the fight, and mov'd with his condition, 

I came * to ſend him my Phyſician. 


\ 


PaiLIe, 
How this misfortune happen'd, firſt impart, 


ALEXANDER, 


Zounds !——he has got a bullet through his heart, 
His blood, his blood, O! terrible diſaſter ! 
Run Doctor, run, —if you'll oblige his Maſter. 
| Alas! I cannot ipeak ;——* I feel the ſteam 
lj Murmur within the hollows of my weam, 
| | Strangled with * vp vithpblegr. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


— — — —- 


ow, 


— —_— r * 


* "_— — 


0 ALEXANDER, 


Keep down ye riſing ſighs, 
And murmur in the hollow o my breaſt: 


| 1 
Now, now again I feel it. — here it lurks 
Liſten, my friends. —O ! liſten how it works; 
Upwards it mounts, like Maſons on a ladder, 
Burſts like a popgun. or an Ox's bladder, 
pl | | [Exit PHILIP, 


SCENE IV. 


5 
* 


Enter MERSSENOER. 


1 MESSENGER, 
Sir, from Darius Camp, a Princeſs here | 
3% Demands . Audience. Wou'd you pleaſe to ſee 
„ her 8 8 
4 Faith ſhe's a bouncing huſſey, — full of fire. 


1 


4 


Mi ALEXANDER, 

Let her walk in:. — Brother, do you retire. 

= [ Exit Ar1DBUS. 
3. Spite of himſelf the Son of Ammon doats, 


And loves Ambaſſadors in petticoats, 


4 


eee. 
1 Enter STATIRA, ATTENDANT» 


SrATIRA. 


That I am ſent to treat of Perſia's Fate, 
Wonder not, Prince, in arms ſo juſtly great; 

It was my Daddy's will; for well he knew 

What power a—pretty Woman has—with you. 


þ 
* 
% 


8 


22 


Kun to my heart and gather more ſad wind; 
That when the voice of Fate ſhall call you forth, 

Ye may, at one ruſh, from the ſeat of life | 

Blow the blood Out, — and burſt like a bladder. Rival HeeMNt. 


The 


< 


( 14 ) 

| The eyes do more than rhetoric or fees. 
And as they ogle,. — ſo the judge decrees. | 
I croſs'd your Camp, undaunted, with my maid, 
Tho? females at my years have cauſe to dread 
And tremble for the loſs of Maidenhead. 

I come, great Sir, I come——excuſe my fan, 
(1 never ſpoke ſo plain to any man) | 
I come in Pappa's name to offer Peace, 
And with it—his STATIRA—if you pleaſe. N 
I am, you ſee, not twenty. fair and tender - 
And at your Service, noble ALEXANDER, YN 
Sure you'll prefer Darius“ charming Daughter 


To Guns and Swords, —to Battle, and to— Slaughter. F 


| ALEXANDER. 


— . 


Wounded my poor BucePHALUS to Death, 
Why talk of Peace and An in a Breath? 
— all Perſia firſt! 


Sra rina. : 

v 

Confounded, loſt, N 

What, in + ber love, is then Srarna croſt 3 25 8 

Scorn'd for a horſe! 15 
| ALEXANDER. 


Lou never ſaw my Steed 8 
O! he is ſprung from an illuſtrious Breed. 
Did you not, Madam, know the horſe I praiſe ? 


STATIRA. 


4 I never ſaw him in my days. Y 
ALEXANDER. ; 
Oh! he is all that I cou'd wiſh, and ne'er 
Was nymph more kind, more faithful, and more 
Fair ; 


: „„ 5 5 Ready | 


6. 
* 


1 N 
Ready to mount. you'd ſee him willing bend, 
5 Proud when he bore his Maſter and his friend. 
id No rider but myſelf cou'd make him ſtir, 
d And that I cou'd without a Whip or Spur. 


=_ STATIRA. | | 

I wou'd not, Sir, preſume upon my beauty; 

But I cou'd do as well, I think, my duty. 

You'd better try; you'll find that I can be 
As faithful, and as tractable —as he. 


ALEXANDER. 


With all my heart, - but I muſt to the Stable, 

I will return as ſoon as I am able. 

Mean time, ſweet Miſſey,,—be not in a pet, 

Upon my Soul, I leave you with regret 

We'll do the buſineſs, Girl, at our next meeting, 

Fare wel, my deareſt | | 
= (Exit ALEXANDER, &c. 


SCENE VI. 


STATIRA. 


1 O!] adieu my Sweeting. 
Was this reception, Gods! polite and civil! 
I hate this ugly Creature, as the Devil. | 
A horſe preferr*d !——a horſe! perverted age, 
Can Woman bear this ?—and not burſt with rage? 
Give me a knife, or razor ſharp and keen, 
? A draught of Nantz, to drive away the Spleen.— 
XA 9 f : 


- * 
- 7 


* 


„ 


” ® STATIRA, . | 
Give me a knife, a draught of poiſon flame. Rival Queens, 
Sl * ET | Ar- 


( 16 = 
ATTENDANT. 
Be patient, Mi. 


SrATIRA. 

| Where is our Sex's boaſt? 

Was I for this each jolly toper's toaſt? 

Did Grog, and ſimple Nantz, go briſkly round; 

And Canns and Bowls lie ſcatter'd on the ground, 

For this STATIRA, drank at every feaſt. ? 

To be at laſt——negleted—for a beaſt! 

She me the Glaſs, —fo young, ſo very pretty! 
And be refus' 'd,—agad, ſweet. Sir, PII fit ye. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter ARIDEUS. 


_ Aripevs, 
Madam. you' ve e ſeen the king 


SrATIRA. 


HJle cou'd not ſtay 
To hear what poor STATIRA had to ſay,—— 
[ Soo bing. 


But left me, Prince. I am not us d to beg t— 
— left me rudely for his favourite—Nag. 
Loe out aloud. 


Anas, 


im manner'd man II am not like that Brother,* 
Tho! it be ſaid, we only had one Mother. 
No Palfrey ſhould with thee my love divide, 


Madam, I'd wear your pleaſing chains with * 5 
| 4 C 


- 9-3} 
Before my tent, at breakfaſt as I ſat, 
You paſs'd me. and my heart went pit a pat. 
I ſaw your wanton leer and roguiſh ſmile, 
While guards, officious, open'd rank and file, 
My hand I offer'd, which nor you denied; 
But O! I thought I wag——electrified,—— 
Twitches ran tingling quick from part to part, 
I loſt my ſenſes, and I loſt——my heart. 


bo, gentle Miſs, permit me to adore. — 


3X To yield her charms to fellows 


STATIRA. 
Prince Agip kus, I will hear no more.. 


What do you think STAT IR A ſuch a dunce, 
—all at once 


aw 


by | | | AR1DEUS, | 


il well remember when I had not grace 
To look a pretty Woman in the face — 
But now, by love embolden'd, I will ſpeak, 
For all theſe pretty bluſhes on your Cheek, 
My heart is yours,—return me thine, my dear. 


STATIRA, 
Why, how now, Sir? —you court—en Cavalier, 


Anfp zus. 


Methinks you can't be angry—if I did 
What Cupid urges,—you will not forbid, 
Indeed I hop'd, at firſt, that I ſhould find 
STATIRA to my Wiſhes ww ſoft— and kind 
But now, by ſad experience, 1 am taught. 
That Ladies are not always to be caught. 


D Sr arma. 


— po 


"T3 

 ®SraTIRA. 

Wou'd you, good Sir, engage me to Compliance, 

Firlt kill my rival 
? Ax bus. 

5 l'l bid him ſtrait defiance, 

Kill! whom 5 

SrATIRA. 

BucrhArus. 


An ibzus. 
| Heavens! you know, 
Lov'd by the King-—can I attempt the blow? 
„ STATIRA, | 
What, ſhall a vile four-footed Brute take place ? 
Look, Sir, —examine well my ſhape and Face, 
Ar1pevs. 
Is there no other way, —O |! ſay, to pleaſe - 
But dowhright murder ?—lo! on bended knees 
 SraTIRA, | - 
Bribe your Phyſician.— give him double fees. 


Antibes. 


Ah! PRI ? 
E | TE STATIRA. $ 


4 4 — 


0 3 4. 4 4 ASM * 
F ' * HERMIONE 
* 


Begone, Ontoarue,a»kill the faithleſs tyrant, 


My fove ſhall recompence the glorious deed, | 
_ | Ons rs. 


5 
SrarinA. 


| Begone,— I'll brave the danger, 
And ſtab him, tho' I die for't—at the manger.— 
Then as he ſprawling lies, and ſnorts and kicks, 
"X 111 ſoon o'ertake him on the banks of Styx; 
From his proud neck the halter I would looſe, 
== And * my own tie falt the fatal nooſe. 
*X What tho! he be a horſe, ——by Jove 'tis true, 
d rather die with him—than live with you, 


Ce 


| * ARIDBUS, 

4 Woman of your ſpirit be thus lighted ! 

By all the devils in hell——1 11 ſee you righted, 
1 | 3D SrarIn A. 


— — — et 5: 
4  Onnary4 

Conſider, Madam 
Hunmione, 


| Yau but mock my rage! 
I was contriving how to make you happy 
Think you to merit by your idle ſighs ?— 


| TT | Ongarus, 
Hear me but (peak ;j you know Il die to ſerve you. 


Henmiong, 


Il go myſelf; I'll fab him at the altar, 

Then drive the poinard, reeking with his blood, 
Thro' my own heart: In death we ſhall unitez 
Better to die wich him than live with.you, 


Oaks T8, 
Madam, he dies by me. 1 
NN Dire Mother, 

* CASSANDER, 


A woman of your ſpirit be thus ſlighied! 
D 2 | | Roxana, 


— 
— 
— 


. Yet have I ſpirit left, and will rebound 


(=) 


STATIRA. 


Caſt for a horſe, like an old Miſtreſs, off! 


No: l diſdain to be the Creature's ſcoff 
And tho' he beat and cuff me to the ground, 


14 


With female indignation : I will treat him, 


8 ſcratch his eyes ou. when I meet 


ARIpRus. 


| My gentle Sweet-heart, be not in a rage, 


Coſt what it will —the Doctor I'll engage. 4 
See where he comes.—I'll dot, my girl, and then— I 


STATIRA. | 


If you ſucceed, my Chamber, Sir,—at ten. 


' [Exit STATIRA, with ber Attendants, 
SCENE VIII. 


Enter Putty, | De 


Pr1t1P, 


BucEgPHALUS is well 


Roxana. 


Shall ſhe, made up of watry Element. 

A Cloud ſhall ſhe embrace, my proper God, 
While I am caſt like lightning from his hand ? 

No :I muſt ſcorn to prey on common things: 
Tho? hurl'd to Earth by his diſdainful love, 

J will rebound to my own orb of fire, 


And with the rack of all the heavens expire. Rival. Queens, 


Fd ; 
| ARIDEUS, 


Arivevs; | 


Doctor, I die with grief 
You're opportunely come to my relief 
Ever my friend, you mult aſſiſt me now 


 PmrLIP, 


I'm always at your ſervice z—tell me how. 
Yet——while the diſtant Univerſe you ſhake, 
And all your glories with your King partake, 
What, ARip kus, tell me, can moleſt, 

Ruffle your temper or diſturb your breaſt ? 


4% 
5 . #3 
* 

1 4 
vr, 

| * 
= 

* 7.90 ? 

i Ho 


Ar1DEus, 


I ſhare his glories - PRIL Ir !—no, his Soul 

Won't ſuffer partnerſhip, he'd graſp the whole. | 
Many a hero fell in diſtant plains, EE 4 
With nought 1 Honour for their pains. 

No man more bold,—no Soldiers cou'd be braver, 

And yet his horſe—engroſſes all his favour, 

BuczeHALvs is honor'd with his tears, 
Whilſt all his troopers whiſtle for arrears: 
 BuczPHALUS can more than we are able. 

He quits the palace——for his dirty ſtable, ' 

What! is an army to be treated thus ? 

And bear a rival in BuoegpHALUuvs _ 

Myſelf, and all his Courtiers be ſuſpected!. 

Have you not ſeen — . 


ts, 


. 2. - be en 9 
When I obſerve— but faith, my Lord, Phyſicians 
3 " 


Shou'd never intermix with Politicians, 


1. F carful and circumſpett—— 


. ARIDEUS, 


* 
5 7 a Ye 


(622) 


AID EAS. 


| | #7 A fig for fear, 
I'll give thee, Pair, a thouſand pound a year. 
Doctor, this day you muſt revenge our cauſe z 
This horſe muſt die 


Pullir. 
Ah! Sir! 


ARtpzus. 
Nay, do not pauſe, 


Pate, DE 
You know my zeal, — but do conſult your reaſon, 
A Court Phyſician, Prince, involv'd in treaſon | 
A deed fo ſhocking, and a crime fo blaex . 


Wou'd,. If diſcover'\d,-coſt-the Dofor's 
neck | | 


AR1IDREUS, 


So, Sir, I find your reſolution ſtagger, - 
| Nay, then I know the worſt, —behold this dagger. 
Henceforth I'll ſtudy to diſtinguiſh better, 
thought thee once my friend. but now——no 
matter. | | | * 
Friendſhip's a name, —a nothing worth our care. 


PriLIP, 


is money, money, Sir, that buys the mare = 
And yet=——1I ſcorn a mercenary bribe,—— 
I'll not be influenc'd——when I preſcribe . 


True 


| (.23 ) 

True Avatice ſhews generous with NInnles, 
When oft the Doftor —he refuſts Guineas *, 
One fee refus' d=—will recommend him more, 
The intereſt is good. for ON 8—4a 8CORE, 
I ſcorn ſuch methods,=try me when you pleaſe :— 
_— 3 puts a large purſe into bis band. 
But pray don't offer, --pſhaw, pox take your fees 
There is ſuch ſtrong attractive power in gold, 


"* Scarce a Phyſician can his palm withhold, 


Why will you tempt me ſo ? —l'm at your will; 

But hold, «we muſt not be too 2 to kill, 

Th' Apothecary, Sir, will take it Il. | 

. Anus. 

BverrHatus muſt periſh, Pull, to day, 

You need but mix be polſon with his hay. 
Pur. 

Poiſon | ye Gods ! What will the monarch ſay? 


Akipzus. 


Had I been ſick, thou mercenary ſlave, 
Diſpatch'd, I'd ſoon been tumbled in the grave; 
What cauſe haſt thou to fear ?-——preſcribe a pill, 
And who dare ſay, the Doctor acted ill? 

. Pattie, 


Dear Sir, reflect the conſequence of Venom 


| - ARIDevs, | 
Doctor, reflect a—thouſand pounds per Annum. 


-m Pecuniam in loco negligere, maximum interdum 15 lucrum. 
5 tr, Adelph, 


Once 


k 


—n — —•——ͤꝶ : — a — 
4 


—— 
- 


— I TP. 


| 


Or ALEXAND 5K noon 


Pl mingle deadly Night-ſhade with his beans, 


( 66 ) 


Once more 1 ſay BucxzenALvs muſt die, 


Pur. 
Both, my Prince, — ſay 15 
well let me ſee.— 0h | ay — I've hit the means, 


[Exeunt, 


_ 


Env or Tine Figsr AcT, 


ACT I, SCENE I. 
® ARIDREUS, Pixie, Hzruzsrion. 
| | Akrpavs: 5 
. comes in truth we've made a pretty job 
Te comes ſurrounded by th? huzzaing mob, 


Cutſe on the babling fates !—— Why all this riot, 
Becauſe I'd nab the King. can't they be quiet? 
|  PmrLIP, | 
Late at the Tavern, as alone I fat, Vi 
Something I ſaw which put me in a ſweat z 4 
No Maypole ever was fo ſlim and tall; . 
: 1 had all eyes, or I no eyes at all. 
Into the Club- room boune'd the hideoys ſpirit, 
Claſping a tempting flaſk of ſparkling Charet, 
And as the monſter held it to his lip: 3 
1 juſt but aſk'd permiſſion for a ſip 


FED 1 n 5 | "* SANTO | | 3 dS * a — 

| 9 Cassanve Re . | ! «eto off : 
He comes! the fatal glory of 155 , 
The headlong Al R ANTbER, Wich a guard 
Of thronging Crow ds. | | "PF. 


Why all this noiſe becauſe a King muſt die? ee 
„ | | Can8anDER, 8 

Late as T muſing walk'd behind the palace, 

I met a monſtrous child, that, with his hands 

Held to his face, which ſeem'd all over eyes, 

A Silver bowl, and wept it full of blood : 

But having ſpy'd me, like a Cockatrice, 


5 
5. 


( * * 
He © Hard and flounc'd, then reed and ſagger's | 


round, 
And daſh'd both me and bottle to the ground. 


HxTZSTION. | 


But what befel me, is much worſe by 1 | 
Gad, when I think on it, —it makes me laugh.— 
Laſt night, thro' famous Drury as I paſs'd, 
Two wenches ſeiz d my arms—and held me faſt :;— 
Led thro? foul Janes, blind alleys, and dark places, 
I cou'd not, for my blood, obſerve their faces! 
Aftet à thouſand turns and many dodgings, 
At length we mount the Garret to their lodgings; 
But when the farthing candle came —!] ſtarted, 3 
And from my doxies, wou'd have fain departed: — — 
They cried out, - Bumbo I their boon refus d, 
For which poor mortal ne*er was ſo abus d LL 
They threw me down,—then left me with a curſe, 
But what,, O! dire miſchance ! but what was 


worſe 
— One took my watch, — a t 'other—ſtole 
my purſe,” | : 
| AkI- 
lar'd a while, then, with a ſhriek ſo ſhrill 1 5 * 
s all the winds had whiſtled from his moyth, ö a 34 


He daſh'd me with the gore he helg, 1 vagiſt'd. 938 5 i\ 


PoL. 


That which beſel me, tho* 'twas horrid, yet, | 

When I conſiler it, appears ridiculous ; _ 

For, as | paſs'd thro' a bye vacant place, 

met two women very old and ugly, 

That wrung their hands, and howi'd, and beat their lead 
And cry'd out Pojſon z— when | aſk: d the cauſe, 

They took me by the ears, and with ſtrange force 

Held me to the earth, then ae and diſappear 4; 

Cas- 


wt * 


027 
Aklpzus. | 


O! how I love deſtruction, and a plot 
Not you, your doxies more z—nor you, your pot. 
Like filk-worms we, a ſet of roguiſh elves, 

Muſt keep conceal'd our work, within ourſelves; 
And when Time calls, that all is ripe and mellow, 
Each man muſt lend a hand to help his fellow: 
And he who flinches, or with fear does quiver, . 
May yellow jaundice prey upon his liver. 
We'll not be cruſh'd like worms, for them to bring 
Tz Oh. 2 = 
But fight as bold as St. George and the Dragon. 
* Now let's embrace, — each other let's environ, 

And ſwear we by theſe truſty blades of Iron 
| [Drawing their Swords, and forming 
_ - themſelves into a Circle. 
To ſtand our ground, —tho' ALEXANDER bluſters, 
We elſe may hang like Dogs, —and rot in Cluſters. 
| : © [ Exciht. 


[4 


* 


CASSANDER, 


O! how I love deſtruction with a method 
Which none diſcern, but thoſe that weave the plot. 
Like ſilk- worms we are hid in our own web, 

But we ſhall burſt at laſt thro' all the ſtrings : 

And when Time calls, come forth in a new form, 
Not inſets to be trod. but Dragons wing'd. Rival Queen, 


* 


| Pak. 


And hang ye all like Dogs in Chains. & Penice Priſrv -d. 


' 


—— 
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| SCENE n. 


| STATIBA, ATTENDANT 5 Re 


ArrzupAur. 


come don't, I pray you, be ſo out of humour, 
Have patience, Ma'am, nor truſt to idle rumour. 


STATIBA. 


No: like a china baſon crack'd and broke, 
Now he has had his will, —1'm made his joke: | 
He hates me: Who vou d think it — 


| ATTENDANT. _ 
It is impoſſible——— PTE MY 


* „„en | W | 
| Away— " ale. i i 


He that has warm'd my feet, no blankets more, 
With ſighs, * very ſure, W ſcore, 


Then 


— 


* 1 


| ® Sys, 
Truſt not rumour, 


: STATIRA, 
No, he hates, 
He loathes the beauties which he has enjoy d. 
Yet who wou'd think it? 
He that has warm'd m wy feet with thouſand ſighs, 
Then e them with his tears, dy'd on my knees, 


Out- 


Then cool'd them with his tears, — his eyes brim» 
: ull.— | . 
ATTEND ANT. [Aldi.] - 
Mcold tears,—well-—poſitively—that's a bull 


*Y | SrATIRxA. 
cd be not fob, as on my knees he lag, 
nd ſwear, —till all the lights were ta en away; 


eere in theſe arms he oft wou'd groan and weep, 
rin with my lullaby——he fell aſleep? 1 


1 ATTENDANT. | 
| ſleep! forbid it love! What, he a man? 
SrATIRA. 


"A man! a man! not one ſo in Ten. / 
lere, take the book, — thus I will ſwear thee by ity - 

1 . lov'd this fellow, nor can he deny it, 

4 Better than Jemmy T witch,-who drove our Coach, 
and now—this very love—is my reproach, 


-+ all 


"No aſſafetida, or caſtor ever, 
or wild valerian, ſmelt by half ſo clever 


— 


WIE 


1 Outwept the morning with his dewy eyes, | 
And groan'd, and (wore the wand'ring Stars away tm 

| Laid him all night upon my panting boſom, | 
Lull'd like a child, and huſh'd him with my love, 
A man! a man! my Pariſatis. | 
Thus, with 7 held up, then let me ſwear thee 
By the eternal body of the Sun, N 

hoſe body, O forgive the blaſphemy! 

] lov'd not half fo well as the leaſt part 
Of my dear, precious, faithleſs AtexanDER, 
For I will tell thee, and to warn thee of him, 
Not the Wi mouth, nor breath of Jeſſamin, 
Nor violets infant ſweets, nor opening buds, 
Are half ſo ſweet a8 ALE&XANDER's breath. 


* 
9 


Carry about him a perfumer's ſhop, 3 
Then wou'd he kiſs, and when our kiſſes met, 
He'd curl and touch. — but I will whiſper that. 


Faſter than ever jack did——roaſting beef! 


He wanted more I lov'd—and was deluded, jw 


| = 7 
From every pore a ſcent aſſail'd my noſe, .- 
Nay, from his Handkerchief,—and very cloaths. 
Thus have I known a modern fluttering fop 8 


* 


ATTENDANT, offering a Bottle. | 

Come, take a Sip, — dear Lady, do not flout. 
 STaATIRA drinks, | i 

As I was ſaying, —— Why will you put me out? 
His tongue would run, good gracious, paſt belief, 


Even when the joy he ſigh'd for, was poſſeſs'd, 
So ſweet his ſugar words, — ſo cloſe he prefs*d,—- 
He look'd ſuch things —whence, fairly, 1 concluded 


"+. 
--. 
ATTENDANT, 
* I * * Af 
4 * 3 
& 7% : 5 > 
_ 
Y - . 4 * . 


From overy ore of him a perfume falls; 3 
He kifles F than a ſouthern wind, 1 
Curls like a vine —and touches like a Ged. 9 
ke by, 
When will thy ſplrlts reſt, theſe tranſports ceaſe ? 0 
| STATIRA, is p 
As I was ſaying 33 7 B 
Then he will talk, good Gods ! how he will talk— 
Even when the joy he ſigh'd for is poſſels' d. 
He ſpeaks the kindeſt words, and looks ſuch things, G 
Vows with ſo much paſſion, ſwears with ſo much grace, 1 
That 'tis a kind of heaven to be deluded by him. 6 
5 | g 
FF ST A- A 


= Wy 


er 097 e nnr. wh 
Still comfort's left, here take it, drown deſpais. 
8 STATIRA drinks again. 

rerewel, ye rakes, who cheat the eaſy fair, 

nnd thou, my Sawnsy, chiefeſt of them all 

is very name——commands my tears to fall; 

"KL here's not a letter there.——if rightly ſpelt, 
ut has a Charm, a Woman's heart to melt; 

D! ALtBXANDER |— ALEXANDER O! 

cannot hold out longer 


ATTENDANT. .. 


N S TATRA T. 1 8 

„et, that this man ſhou'd be ſo great and baſe! 

ou'd ye not, Fates, beſtow a little grace 
bed — he and I alone, 

le claſp'd my willing body to his own, | 

Now kid my lips,—devour'd my neck by fits, 

Then moulding with his hands my heaving as 


STATIAA, 


| Farewel, ye con'ners of the eaſy fox, 
And thou, the greateſt, falſeſt A. gxAnDER 1 
If | but mention him the tears will fall: 
Sure there is not a letter in his name, 
But is a charm to melt a Woman's eyes. 


+ Roxana, 


Gods! that a man ſhou'd be ſo great and baſe! | | | 
What ſaid he not when in the bridal bed : | 0 
He claſp'd my yielding body in his arm | 
When with his fiery lips devouring mine, | : 
And moulding with his hands my throbbing breaft, * W 
| | | 7 de 


) 

He ſwore the Globes of heaven and earth were traſh, 

Compar'd with my delicious globes of fleſh, 

He talk'd and Nſt d, call'd me his pretty Wife, 

I never was ſo pleas' dn all my Ife: 1 

80 youu my cheeks, fo ſtrenk'd my face wich 
vines | | | | 4 

I cou'd have ſham'd a milk-maid with my bluſh. 

And yet this many this naughty wicked man 'Y 


Arran. = 
Try to forget him, Madam, If you can. i 
* STATIRA, 


When to the Magdalen I once retire, 

Your ſight I thro? the curtains will deſire 

To afk you queſtions, all about my Squire, 
And if this love-ſlek fit eannot be eures, 
_ Why tell him then=—that it muſt be endured, 8 


If ſtill he loves formerly he ſwore, * 
Fl quit the houſe——-a penltent no more z \'Y 
But be the kind, good wench—I was before. 


He ſwore the Globts of heaven and earth were vile 3 
To thoſe rich worlds ; and talk'd, and kiſs'd, and lov'd, wh" | 
And made me ſhame the morning with my bluſhes, Rival Queen, MM, þ 


* 


„ SrA TIA. 


When to my purpos'd loneneſs I retire, | 
Your ſight 1 thro' the grates ſhall oft defire, 

And after ALsxanpkR's health enquire, | | 
And if this paſſion cannot be remov'd, 

Aſk how my reſolution he approv'd, - 
How much he loves, how much he is betov'd. _ 

Then when I hear that all things pleaſe him wel}, | 
Thank the good Gods, and hide ine in my cell. _ 


SCENE 


(44) 
SCENE nt. 


An 00 1 


ALEXANDER, 


A the Gods1 they've heard my vown ut | 
length | 

2 Doezpu adde beg ns to gather Strength! 

4 Around hls Stall 14 merty Oſtlexs ort 

4 — Lord, the Princeſk Is ſhe (till at Court! 


Aaipav 


Jut now I ſaw her In u nelighbſring ten. 
our conduRt m_ her eau of diſcontent, 


\ 


» KF 1 ALBKANDIER, 
1 What tug ſhe my conquering Mien and Alr! 


Anrbavy, | 
With two les; more ud deen quite deboninulre, 


ALEXANDER, | 


Say if for men renown'd ia arms, tis meet 
To _— and mug a _ 5 tert? 
Ws lr bs M. 1 
Alp R Us, 


| Heroes 15 not 15 Heroes, I ad pron, 
Were not their hearts ſuſee ptible of qve! 
It rouzes wo Go and inf Pires with wü. pr 


Ws el ods, they love a and Dit 
8 Greit 


156 0 


4 


=. 
1 Great Ammon, Sir, you know was ſuch a rake, 
Flt | He ſtuck at nothing for a Wench's ſike, 


4 
5 3% 
xY 
8 IM 
A * 


| i 
| | 1 . ALEXANDER, 
IN | - Brother, great freedom with the Gods 


a 175 

% A 
,« 

1 


take. N 
Is this of your religion, Sir, a ſample ?! 


AR1DBUS. DNS ow 


Virtue and, Vice are taught us by 1 5 
And if theſe precepis ate not to my got, 
Wou'd you theſe precepts, Sir, have me purſue? 

But come—confels, — tho? I can ſee it plain 
You're fairly caught—and wear STATIRA's chain. 


3 Ts ALEXANDER. 
| Your charge is home: I honeſtly confeſs —— _ 
The girl was coming, I cov'd do no leſs 
Spite of myſelf, I love,—the-fault's not mine — 
Poets will have it fo, ——and I muſt whine: 
Love upon Love in every Scene they throng, | 
And heroes whimper,——bs it right or wrong. 
1 Albus. 
Whimper and whine that's pitiful and mean.— 
Now, by the Gods,—not fo, Þg ſwell the Scene, (7 
Hero:s ſhou'd rant and roar, in verſe ſublime, MX 
And tho? it be not fenſe——ijt ſhau'd be rim. 
Racks, Murder, Blood ſhould fill the Tragic Stage, 
Heighten'd with unintelligible rage: -—_ 
Ye Gods ! that I ſhoyld live to fee the day, 
In which great ALEXANDER pines away 
Is it not better far to drink and fing,— 
1 Laugh and be merry. he w yourſelf—a King. 
5 The heat of love, briſk Zurgundy ſhall quench, 
Lome, Sir, —8 bumper, and forget the weneh. 
. . ALEXANDER: 


„ 


6180 
ALEXANDER, 


You reaſon well tho faith I like the laſs, 


Bu —han — fill up t 'other laſs, 


innen 


You'd better take the bottle. Aſide.] I will * 
And with Sr Ar IAA pleaſe a better ſenſe. 

[vat off while ALEXANDER has * 

Bottle at bis mouth. | | 


ALEXANDZR. 
This Burgundy i is greatly to my taſte, 
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SCENE W. 


> 9” r N 5 - 
5 JET ES — n 
2 POE "rapes * Ps. > CSM 
gene of Er ets 


Emer Paitie, 
Why this i important phiz! what 1 means chis halte? 


ParLIp *. 


1 would relate u. —but my courage 1 f 


£4 1 Alzxanprx. 

If Bucn's dead,. Pl kill you all inches: i. 
That if's impoſſible — 1. | 

1 1 Pur. | 

—— E * 
. » Haruserton. | 
1 would "_ it,—but my courage fails me. 
10. 2 Ai naA ubs. 0 

If ſhe be dud——tha if's 1 

Fa 


— 


And let none here am iu for his Su 
For | he that dares but think ſo danny « Ie, &c. Rival 2 


AxzxawpDFR. 


. 
Putt ir. | 
And pray, * why? 
Ad 


He that but dares to think fo, — thinks a lie! 


Pumie. 


He's grown as thin and m 
If any thing will ſave him, 


re as 3 lath, | 
man "tis Bath, 


Azzxavpaa. | 


Then is he gone indeed Lou Doctors rare | 
Tranſmit your Patients to a diſtant Air, 

But when quite tired of fees, - by you forſaken, 
_Oy die abroad, and fo you fave your bacon. 


 Pr1LIP, 


Patience, good Sir. fiill have expectation 7 Ws, 
What do you think about a conſultation * 7 
ALEXANDER, | 0 wi 
A conſultation, Puppy ! ! hold your peste, | 
Why was't not call'd-—befqye it was too late? 


I ſee the Gods are envious of my bliſs, — 
Remember, Doctor, you thelt dane for this. 


1 


4. Pnirir. > 
Mat eder Lig 15 
— DX 


—_ * Sr * 


Fg , 
69.4, 


= _  Hupunsmion, . 
\ I come, great Sir. but O!—Pm 


2 
Hence to Warwick Lane. 


e 
2 


— 8 C EN E V. 


Ener HzpmtSTION, 
What! do you come to aggravate: my pain? 


out of breath. 


ALEXANDER. 


Ah! art thou too a meſſenger of Death? 


HEPHRERSTION. 


Juſt now, on ſome important meſſage ſent, 
As I paſs'd by the fair SrATIRA's tent, 
l heard a great diſturbance at the door, 
l never heard ſuch quarrelling before.) 

I ſtop'd to liſten, | 

Cou'd hear a thouſand oaths, as many ſighs. 
" Cong > jar che Centinel aſleep, © 
even boldly ventur'd ata pee 
There, ALzxanpis, Ia e diſclow'd) N 
SrATIRAꝰs tucker loſt. her neck expos'd, 


and to my ſurprize 


ſcene 


Her lappets off, her fan all broke to pieces, 


| Her Coats half up, her negtigee in ereaſes: 


Hold, hold, ſhe cried, (I pity her diſaſter) 

I am not meat for you, hut for your maſter. 

Your Brother, Sir, was paſſion alt and fur; 

(I never ſaw ſo much in Cull of Drury) © 

Is it for this, Ive lov'd fo long, he cried, 

Done all you aſk'd,——to be at laſt denied! 
„ I wif 


_—_  —  — — 


: ” 
e 


1 
1 will, —nay muſt, —with that Oh |- dire diſgtace! 


He tore,—O ! A" NO ells of Bruſſels lace, 


| ae ©. 
O! knaviſh ich — falt ee he do this? 


Hernzs ion. F 
He dar'd do 5 ſtruggled for a kiſs 1—— 


HN ᷑le touz'd and bruſh'd her with his briſtly cheek, un 
Touz'd, ſtruggled, tickled,——for 1 _ her 1 
| ſqueak 3 > A 


But juſt revenge for i injury neer fails, - 
Agad, ——ſhe ne him ney with her wage. 


| ALEXANDBE. 
| And was that all 5 


J _—_ | HzenzsrION. i 
10 5 All} an et and enough=— I 7 
i Og 
| Aitzavpaa, 5 = 
I cou'd not think my Brocher was ſo rough. "0 
| * P 1ER. 
. Pie, mere $A Mimi itceh 
- In that ſalt Blood. 


Play'd with * neck! brufk's ber with his g y beard, 
Struggled and Tara tickled her till * Gus d a little, 0 
| Venice Preſerv i : 


o ; N . , 
> . a a ; 
* 5 x 3 5 5 * \ ? k 
* * p , . „ 41 q * 
8 - . . ; 
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97 
She ſhou'd have us'd him ſomewhat more fevere=es 


ce! 5 Hernxsriow. 
What cou'd ſhe, Sir, do mere ? 


ALEXANDER. 


| Win ben his ear. 
Gods! 1 declare I know not what to do, 
What with my Brother, and my miſtreſs too. 
Love, paſſion, honour, Jealouſy conſpire 
At once to ſet my tortur'd foul on fire. 
| How to reſolve, —ſtay,—yes,—it muſt be beſt, 
Hzrnzzrion, tl 85 brother —in arreſt. 
[Exit HePazsTION. 


x 
* 


SCE NE VL 


* 


AlzxAN DER. | 


Was! it for this he gave his cool advice, 
and preach'd, the Hypocrite — ſo loud at vice! 
—j 'Y 80 have I ſeen, at many a City feaſt, 
The half-ſtarv'd Miſer, and the pamper'd Prieſt, 
| Chuſe Viands out moſt ſuited to their wiſh, — 
9 _ Eat —ftuff, —and burſt,—yet rail at every diſh. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter HzpnixsTION. 


Return'd—ſo ſoon grief painted i in your eyes! 
W * * of you ſurprize. 


2 


Hzrazs- 


_— 
> 
— 
. * 


0 40 * 
| Hibunorion, 
My Lord——— _. 
| AtexAnDER,. 
Froceen—— 


_ HypuzorION. | | 1 
Four Brother and the 1 "Mt 


9 


| Ainzanpi, | ; 


„ N pp” 55 
8 ! deſpair! 


Explain thyſetf, Hzynnorion, pray be quick—— 7 
Huston. = 
| o! ALnzan DER,— Water [—Death — kick N. * 


\ 


<\ 


| Atrzanozs, | 
Sil do thau deal in myſtical abb 3 


RO <CAR 
> _»—, INT 


Hzrnzsrion. 


You've loſt 82 Brother, Miſtreſk——and your | 10 
horſe 2 

At her ill uſage, nettled to the heart, 
I ſaw the Princeſs in a rage depart, | 

10 vain to ſtop her, Sir, were efforts tried, 

For ſwift as thought ſhe gain'd the River ſide, f 

You ul * ſee. her floating on the tide. 

6 ALEXANDER: 


„ 

| ALEXANDER, „ 
Unhappy me, — to loſe ſo ſweet a Wench 
Did PatiLIie dare to poiſon Buce's drench ? 
HePHESTION: | 


While fearleſs thus ſhe buffeted the waves, 
BuczPHALUS our honeſt pity craves, 
His eyes half clog'd, — his ſpirits now withdrew, 
The Prince came in—to take his laſt adieu; 

He came too near—to ſtroke his gentle hide, 
Convuls'd, he ſtruck him in the Guts, —and died.— 


 ArtBXanDER | 
My horſe | my horſe |——a Kingdom for my horſe ! 


HxpHzsTION. 


1 I'Il teal away in time.! feel remorſe! 


[Exit HepHesTION, 
SCENE vn. 


ALEXANDER, 


In the laſt agonies of Death he found 8 
They had been more than tampering with his wound; 
What can I think? — this breeds a itrange ſuſpicion; 
Who 3 blame, both — Brother and Phy- 
11a | 


FR 


* CENE 


_ 


» 
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SCENE IX. 


Enter Ax ioxuvs, ſupported by to Grooms. 


8 AR ID RUS. 


Brother, I come to take my laſt farewell 
Much better it in Battle I had fell. 

I flew BuczyHALus,—and what of that ? 
Sir, you re reveng'd, he paid me tit t for tat. 


| | ALEXANDER, 
You kill my horſe! 


An mus. 

I did :——and, hear the 8 = 

You'll hate the traitor, tho l lov'd the treaſon : 

BuctPHALvs too much engroſs'd your ear, 

What hero in your preſence durſt appear ? 

Was it for him. an opſtart; to affect 

Such ſtately airs——and force us to reſpect ? 
Careleſs of all—your empire. and renown, 


You and your horſe are ſcort'd by all the Town :— WY 


STATIRA too deſpis'd, revenge inſpir'd, 

Nor cou'd I dare —— ſhe deſir'd. 

She urg'd the deed nor do I, Prince, repemt— 
I die A I gs content. 


nn 
What need this bullying, ——what this bluſt'ring 


. ae 
Why muſt I be inſulted—on the Stage ? 
| | An!- 


KN Beſmear'd with blood, quite ſpent and out of breath, 
Ss Clytus, he ſnatch'd thee from the jaws of death! 
== Where are their trophies, where their glorious 


And where the Laurels that ſhou'd crown their toils! 
"3X How are their honours, how their Merit grac'd ! 
Are they. not all diſcarded, —all diſplac'd ! 
* Diſflag' for Grooms |—diſcarded for a Nag 


Is this a ſtory fit for me to tell ? 
1 | For thi 


7 Retir'd in ſilence to bemoan his fate, 


That I am maſter of myſelf alone 


C 
Akip us. 


It is the faſhion, ——as our Poets teach. 
Heroes ſhould never die without a ſpeech z-—— 


Now mark me well, I'll paint your actions 705 
And trace your follies, Sir, — from firſt to laſt. 


Where are the Patriots that once grac'd thy Court, 
Their Country's honour, —and thy great * 
Was there a Warrior but what felt thy hate, 
Heroes deſerving a much better fate ! 

For thee, Amphoterus, Parmenio died, 

And ſtern Philotas all the War defied ;: —— 

For thee, Aſclepidon undaunted bled, 

And to the charge thy Macedonians Jed. 


ſpoils, 


| 


ockeys pamper, while your heroes beg ? 
Whoſe zeal wa 


zeal was honeſt, and who ſerv'd you well, — 

r this his legion, brave Philotas loſt ; | 

For theſe, O! ſhame, each generous patriot croſt 

To look with pity on the ſinking State. 
+ ALEXANDER. Addi. 1 

Faith, his remark is juſt. Sir l- be it known 


Ill do ſuch Counſels with my honour ſuit, . | 
I love my Jockeys, —and my horſe to boot 


G 2 Nor 


*% . 7 , 
| tha 
ar OO — 


Sprung om great Ammon, Prince, I have the 


Why, ve juſt Gods, have I not power to kill, 


Why don't you ftrike you ſee no force pe 
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Nor wil I by my Subjects be controul'd. 
None but yourſelf wou'd dare to be ſo bold. 


ower 
To cruſh or raiſe my Millions in an hour, 


ARIDEUS, | ; 


Ceaſe thou, vain wretch, nor thus thy pilde enflame, 
Know that our Mother was an honeſt dame. 
Olympia, Sir, was proof againſt deſire, 

Why wou'dſt thou make a Monſter—of thy Sire? 
And trace from Ammon thy. Almighty birth, 

Born like myſelf, the abject Son of Earth |! 


Why have I not the ſtrength, —and yet the will? 
My hatred. then ſhou'd turn into a laugh, 
Cou'd I but live to ſee—thy * e 


ALEXANDER, 


What lungs | what inſolence !—inſulting ſlave, 
Hence 80 and learn your manners in the grave. 
[going to draw his Sword. 
What power invincible ! what unknown charm 
Wikhbolds "my fury, — and ſtops ſhort my arm ! 


| Arrpevs, 


K "es 
"SP 


I, 
his 


4% 


Behold I'm ready, —and my breaſt expos d 
Strike——Strike——but-—O! Ol Ol. = 
Beware of PHIII p. — 01 Ol Ol I go, | 
[He retreats gradually, kicks up the 75. 

heels, and runs . crying O! O! 1 & | 


. 


— 


L 48) 


ALEXANDER, 


Fi 


Why did he not diſcloſe his ſecret firſt? = 
Pr1L1y !—beware! what can theſe words por- 


tend ? 
Muſt I ſuſpect my Doctor and my friend? 


He's gone,—heart, heart with indignation burſt, | 


4 Who could his deep-laid artful tricks unravel ? 
His very countenance would cheat the Devil. 


o! Brother, Doctor. — why did I not part em? 
My horſe had then not died, —/ecundum artem. 


* 


” 


SCENE XL 
5 Enter Pate, 
* 


What means this heavy gloom upon your face? 
What dire misfortune has befall'n your grace? 
Your looks are languid z——Ah! your eyes con- 

vulſe, - _ | = 
Permit me, royal Sir,—to feel your pulſe, —— 


| ALEXANDER. | 
Thou licens'd murderer, thou quack in grain, 
How dar'(: thou come before my face again? 
Was it for thee with m poor Nag to tamper, 
To kill him,,—and alcribe it—to diſtemper! 
Hence from my fight, — abroad this inſtant roam. 


PrizIp| 


* 
1 
* 


(Ss ) 
| Putty, 
| Bir, by no means, we've better fees — at home, 
Ira furor brevis, now you're hot, 


Patients get well, - poor Doctors are forgot 


But I ſubmit.—— I know when you're In pain, 
In haſte I ſhall be ſegt for back again. 


ALEXANDER, 


What, I recall thee! thou illiterate flave :>—— x 
Ah! dar'ſt thou, Monſter, thus my anger brave! 
Learn what it is to rouze a Monarch's ire 
[Snaps a piſtol at him, but it flaſhes in the pan. 
This moment hat my piſtol roo miſs fire? 
Do then the Gods protect this wicked man! 
I charg'd the piſtol, and I prim'd the pan.—— MY 
—Whence do theſe heavy ſulph'rgus vapours riſe, 
What means this cloud that hangs upon my eyes! 
Charon, I ſee thee, —how he tugs his Oar ! 
Hark - don't you hear the fiery billows roar? 


Hey day! what! mad] or de you play the antick! 
Mon compos mentis, faith, —and downright frantick ! | 


W ALEXANDER. 
Bucrnalus! look, look! he grazes there; 
1 Charon, - put back, I'll pay thee double fare: 
Stop, Boatman:— Ah! his hogry head he ſhakes. — 
I know him — by the hiſſing of his ſnakes. 
The furies, Clotho, Athropos, Lacheſis, 
Now, now, now, they cut me into pieces. 
They beckon :!S—O! Buck HAL us, forbid it, 
For ſure tbou canſt not ſay—thy maſter did it : 


ST A- 
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ao men, with Marrow-bones and Cleavers. 


wo Horſe Farriers, one holding a large Horſe- 


2 

PE 
5 -Y= ths 
r 


Fi Two Grooms, with a truſs of Hay and Straw. 


). 
STATIRA and the Prince,——'tis them by Jove, 
I ſpy them, arm in arm,,—in onder grove, 
Fie, fie, they toy and kiſs z—behold they ſmile : 
———Ungrateful brother anton crocodile | 
Now open wide the hideous gates of hell, - 
My brain's on fire, 1 die.— 0! World! fare- - 

well. | 


1 . [The guards ſbout and laugh as they carry him off. 
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Two men abreaſt, playing on Salt-boxes, 


A Bag-piper. 
Shoes 
| The other, a large Drenching Horn. 


Two Grooms, with a Curry-comb each, 


Two Grooms, ſupporting a large Saddle. 
One Groom, carrying a Meaſure of Oats. 
Two Equerrtes, each carrying a Sput. 
— "nk Masrzu 


| j 
: : 


6 


MisTEA OF THE Hoss, 
in arge Boots and Spurs, with a Switch in his Hand, 
Two Equerries, each carrying a Stirrup. 
 BUCEPHALUS 


0 a Bier, ſupported by Six 0 


| Grooms, NY Whippers i in, &c. &c. 


5 GROOM Sings. - 


To the tune of Charming Sally. 


No Groom or jockey of us all 

That ever did beſtride him, 

But was moſt ſure to have a fall, 

Wee never dar'd to ride him. 

But when his maſter did appear, 

He'd ſnort, and paw, and caper, 

_ He'd lie down quiet, then would rear, 
And — and ays and vapour. 


4 Gnoow. 


To thy tune of Ob! Lindon is a fine Town, 


Then up when mounted. playing pranks 
As if old Nick were coming. 

Away he'd gallop thro! the rauks, 
Nor heed the noiſe of drumming : 

No horſe was ever higher bred, 
Nor in the Battle bolder ; 

But now, alas poor thing is dead, 
No Marble can be colder. 


Third 
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To 0 the. tune of Chery-Cha ſe. 


Then let us cry, and mourn and howl; x 
Sure never was his fellow: open 3 0 

22; howl in Chorus, 3 
San never was his fellow. 


Next aj Sorrows in a Bowl, | 3 
And every one get mellow. 


CHORUS. 


Then let us cry, and mourn and how), 

Sure never-was his fellow : 1 
| 2} Next drown our Sorrows in a Bowl, 
And every man get mellow. | | 
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